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Christinas on the Bochs 
By 


Burry Sawe 


A stand-alone story featuring Steve and 
Billy from Four on the Floor, Jolly 
Rogering, The Devil His Due, and Never 
Take Candy from Strangers 


A 


Christmas on the Bocki 


(Silly gets really frisky around Christmas. It 
takes all my strength to keep him in check. He 
has the sort of personality that’s prone to over- 
indulge in recreational substances and booze, 
particularly if forced on him by a second party, 
and that, in turn, leads to an abundant over- 
indulgence in Billy’s favourite party-time 
recreation: sex. Billy can be, given the right 
circumstances, a slut. 

It starts in the southern hemisphere spring. 
His libido is lethargic during the winter, he 
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almost hibernates but as soon as the sun goes 
from watery warmth to slightly sizzling it’s off 
with the shirts and the jumpers and on with the 
t-shirts, singlets and very tight shorts. He is 
continually horny, like he comes on heat. You can 
set your seasonal clock to his sexual behaviour. 
Most of the time he keeps it in check, merely 
exhibiting himself and his availability. 
Fortunately, I’ve got what it takes although it’s a 
roller coaster ride trying to keep up. 

It doesn’t happen often but when he does 
break out, courtesy of the aforementioned libido 
enhancing drugs or booze, or some perceived 
slight from me - let’s face it, just about anything 
sets him off when he gets that ‘itch’ — it takes all 
my strength of character and my trampled pride 
to indulge him, rescue him, and take him back 
home. I love the silly bugger, that’s my only 
excuse. 

This particular Christmas was going to be a 
lousy one. We were pretty broke, not an 
uncommon occurrence, the mortgage was getting 
behind, I was worried sick, and Billy’s part-time 
kitchen work was drying up when we least 
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expected it. Firms were economising on 
Christmas parties. I was working as much 
overtime as possible so I was getting home too 
buggered to bugger Billy who was becoming 
friskier by the day. I knew the signs but I also 
knew that a perfunctory fuck would not satisfy 
him any more than the rubber dildos he used 
regularly on his own arse when I was not home. 

He’s not totally insensitive and realised my 
worry over apartment repayments as well as 
ongoing expenses was playing havoc with my 
sexual appetite and my ability to please him. But 
I didn’t want to burden him with things beyond 
his control. For his peace of mind I shared the 
good news, not the bad. There was blessed little 
of that at the time. We’d sit down and have ‘the 
talk’ about finances in the new year, and the very 
real option of selling up and downsizing. Let him 
enjoy the holiday period. 

Meanwhile I just had to endure his constant 
harping on my lack of sexual enthusiasm, my 
reluctance to go out partying, my near 
permanent total exhaustion, and my lack of 


interest in anything at all he was interested in. 
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After another of his particularly self-indulgent 
and whiny attacks on my worth as a lover, I’m 
afraid ’d had about as much as I could stand. 
Okay, so it was my fault for not taking him into 
my confidence, and I would probably do things 
differently given my life over again and knowing 
what I know now. But he pushed me too far. He 
knew how to press my buttons. He screamed at 
me after I’d turned him down again about going 
to a show that would cost two days’ pay. “You’re 
no fuckin’ fun at all anymore. Maybe I should 
have stayed with Jerry.” 

The silence that followed was so deafening. 
Jerry, after all, was my former butt ugly boss, 
who had not only had his way with Billy in front 
of me once, but had also managed to steal Billy 
away from me for a number of months until he 
got tired of him and passed him on to another 
couple who seriously abused his trust. As a 
result, Billy had a tattoo which read 100% Pure 
Slut on his thigh. It was only with a great deal of 
public humiliation, patience, and ingenuity that I 
managed to win him back. Now he was throwing 


it in my face. 
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He must have known he’d gone too far, his 
look of regret said as much, but he was damned 
if he would apologise. It was not in his nature. 
And it was not in my nature to hit him, or walk 
away and slam the door. No, I had to be sarcastic. 

I went to the bureau drawer and scribbled a 
phone number on a Post-It! note and handed it to 
him. “Here. That’s the last known phone number 
for your pal Jerry. If he’s not there, I’m sure theyll 
pass on a message. Maybe he can pay you again 
so we can get out of this hideous financial mess 
we're in. The apartment’s in the balance.” 

Then I walked off and slammed the door. Only 
later, I thought perhaps I could have phrased it 
better. 

Normally when we have a quarrel, one or the 
other of us climbs into bed and apologises with a 
kiss and a cuddle rather than let the argument 
stew. Not that night. Billy slept in the spare 
bedroom. And the next night. And from then on. 
We were civil to each other but we ate our meals 
separately and Billy kept out of my way when I 
was getting ready for work and when I came home 


late at night exhausted. 
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Our blow up spurred him on to seek a job — 
any job. I found pages of the local job market 
classifieds circled but he obviously had had little 
luck as they also had a large cross through them. 
He was always in bed, in the guest room, every 
morning when I left for work. I would tiptoe in, 
arrange the sheet and blanket around him, and 
peck him lightly on the forehead or the cheek, 
before leaving quietly. 

As September rolled into October, the 
unexpected occurred. One night I came back from 
work and Billy was ironing a waistcoat in the 
living room while watching television. He looked 
like his old self again, and the smell of warm food 
wafted from the kitchen. He welcomed me home 
by flinging his arms around me and giving me a 
wet, sloppy kiss and a quick grope. He sat me 
down and served me dinner, playing the attentive 
lover, to the extent he gave me a tasty blow job as 
I sat watching TV to unwind. I should have 
known he was buttering me up. 

He was so eager with his news, he jumped to 
his feet while he was still swallowing the load I’d 
dumped in his mouth, wiped his lips with the 
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back of his hand, and danced about the room. 
“I’ve got a job! I’ve got a job!” 

“That’s wonderful news,” I cheered. 

“It’s only for a month or two in the lead-up to 
Christmas, but I’ll be able to help with the phone 
bill and the power.” 

“You don’t have to do that,” I said, but secretly 
glad he would be bringing in a little extra cash. It 
all helped. “What sort of job is it?” 

He suddenly looked embarrassed, like he’d 
oversold his prospects. “I get to wear a uniform. 
You stay right there and II show you.” 

I had no trouble following orders, I was too 
exhausted to move, especially after a Billy Oral 
Special. That was another of the problems I had 
with Billy when he became uncontrollable sexually. 
He had a reputation. No, not in the bad sense. 
Well, not in any way that I would consider bad. He 
was known to be one of the best fucks in the city. 
Especially if you got him in the right mood, and 
there were plenty of people out there who wanted 
to get him in the right mood because he was one of 
the cutest little blond fuckers you ever laid eyes on. 
And he worked out in the gym to keep his body as 
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taut and terrific as any top model, although it was 
his arse that was his salient feature. Correction: as 
superb as his butt was, it was actually his arsehole 
that was the source of his fame. 

While he was changing into his new working 
clothes he chatted from the bedroom. “With my 
skills, or should I say my almost complete lack of, 
there wasn’t much going so dont get 
disappointed and give me that lecture on holding 
out for something commensurate with my 
abilities. No one’s hiring in that field.” Billy was 
an unemployed sous chef. “Close your eyes. Go 
on, close them. Are they closed?” 

“Yeah,” I called. 

I heard activity as Billy obviously got himself 
in position to pose. 

“Open them. Ta da!” He threw his arms in the 
air as if he were a Broadway diva, although in the 
outfit he was wearing he looked more like a sleazy 
42nd Street stripper before the neo-moralists 
moved in to clean up the area. 

I had steeled myself against every contingency 
I could think of. Except the one that confronted 
me. I smiled weakly as I looked at Billy, practically 
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naked, eagerly awaiting my approval. He twirled 
on the spot as if his uniform was something that 
would not be out of place on the Oscar’s Red 
Carpet. It was more likely to get him arrested. 

“Billy, I can practically see your arsehole 
when you turn around.” 

“Yeah,” he said patting his butt. “They said 
theyll get me a better fit once I start. They just 
loaned me this so I could get used to wearing it. 
And could get some practise in.” 

“What’s to get used to?” I asked, a tinge of 
sarcasm creeping in. “You’re wearing a bright 
orange cap, a waistcoat, a pair of the tightest 
vibrant orange shorts I’ve ever seen and which 
will strangle all the sperm in your balls if you 
don’t get out of them soon, and a pair of orange 
sneakers.” 

“Tandoori,” he said, with a touch of 
disappointment in his voice. 

“What?” 

“It’s tandoori, not orange.” 

I had to salvage his pride. “I bet you'll be the 
sexiest pizza delivery boy in the country.” 

“You think?” he said, perking up a little. 
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“I didn’t think they employed men for the job,” 
I said. 

“They don’t. I’m the first. The only. It’s a test 
run. The company is interested in tapping the gay 
market.” 

In that outfit the gay market would be mighty 
interested in tapping Billy. 

Every fibre of my being wanted to scream 
You'll take this job over my dead body, but I had 
to be supportive. The distinctive orange, excuse 
me, tandoori outfit was normally the domain of a 
voluptuous female, usually just over the right 
side of the age of consent, and who didn’t mind 
showing off as much of her body in public as 
legally permissible while flirting outrageously 
with male customers. It was rumoured, some of 
the girls, particularly college students, were not 
averse to allowing a little feel of their perky tits, 
sometimes allowing further liberties if the tip was 
large enough. It was all hearsay. What wasn’t, is 
that Pizza with Everything was run by Billy’s 
uncle, Ram, his nickname supposedly because of 
what he had hanging between his legs. He was 
the black sheep of Billy’s family. He’d married a 
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former porn star, twenty years his junior, and 
made no secret of his prodigious appetite, not 
only for pizza, but for the nubile young women 
who worked for him. 

“What exactly do you have to do in this job?” 
I asked casually. 

“Hey, don’t worry, love.” Billy came and sat on 
my knee to give me a reassuring cuddle. “It’s 
nothing like that. I may flirt a little to get a bigger 
tip but I won’t be delivering anything that isn’t on 
the menu.” 

Billy finds it almost impossible to lie. He gives 
himself away when he’s guilty but I didn’t notice 
any tell-tale signs as he explained his job. Still, he 
may not intend straying from the menu but there 
would be some guys out there who would be 
trying everything to ensure he did. Hell, he didn’t 
need a job as a pizza delivery boy to come across 
those temptations. 

“When do you start?” I asked, giving his new 
job my imprimatur. 

Billy showered me with kisses. “Tomorrow. 
The only bugger is that Ill be at work when you 
get home at night. The job starts at Spm until last 
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orders. We won’t get to see a lot of each other over 
the next few weeks but it will make Christmas 
better, won’t it, Steve?” 

Billy was so eager for validation I made all 
the right noises. When he got tired of prancing 
around in his ultra-revealing outfit, he led me 
to the bedroom and I leisurely put his marble- 
hard butt and its warm inviting hole to good 
use, reminding myself that I was the incredibly 
lucky boyfriend of the hottest arse in the 
country. 

When we were lying arm in arm after we’d 
both dumped a load, I nuzzled Billy’s neck and 
gave him the good news. “With you earning an 
income we can afford to have our usual 
Christmas party,” I announced triumphantly. 

I expected squeals of delight but all I got was 
silence. 

“I thought you’d be pleased.” 

“What’s say we skip the party and put the 
money toward paying bills?” 

Something was up, apart from my good self, 
because Billy had never been practical with 
money before. 
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“I thought our Christmas party was the 
highlight of the year,” I said, slightly miffed at his 
seeming display of ingratitude. 

“Uh, no, not really,” he mumbled. 

“What do you mean, not really?” 

“Here we go,” he sighed. “I was hoping to avoid 
this argument.” 

“There won’t be an argument,” I lied. “I just 
want to know why youve suddenly turned 
against the party.” 

“It’s not the party as such.” He was choosing 
his words carefully. “It’s the people who come to 
them.” 

“They’re all our closest friends,” I said. 

“Your closest friends.” 

“My friends are your friends.” 

“Nah, your friends are sleazy scumbags who 
are all trying to fuck me behind your back and 
trying to get me to move in with them.” I saw him 
tense, waiting for the verbal onslaught. 

The idea was so ludicrous, I laughed. 

“I know you're hot, Billy. And your reputation 
is all over the state, but my friends wouldn’t do 
that.” 
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He shrugged like he didn’t want to argue the 
point. “Okay, have it your way. But there is 
maybe one or two of your closest mates who 
haven’t seriously tried it on with me when you’re 
not looking or you’re not home and who haven’t 
offered me money, an overseas holiday, whatever 
I want, to move in with them.” 

“I bet you wouldn’t say that again to their 
face.” 

“I bet I would,” he said and rolled over in the 
bed. 

“If it’s true, and I say if, why haven’t you told 
me before?” 

“I didn’t want to upset you.” 

I snapped. I couldn’t help myself. “Well, if you 
didn’t dress like a slut and give everyone the 
‘come on, fuck me’ routine—” 

He smiled sweetly. “I thought you liked to 
watch me make a slut of myself. I thought it 
turned you on.” 

“The problem with you, Billy, is you have no 
self control. You have no discernment when it 
comes to who you flirt with. Even worse, who 


you...play with.” 
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“I thought that’s what being a slut was all 
about.” 

“Not with my friends!” 

“They’re not friends. I’ve tried to tell you for 
years. They’re sleazebags who hang around you 
in the hope of sinking their cocks into me.” 

We were back to where we started. 

He got out of bed, grabbing his pillow. “I think 
it best if I sleep in the spare bedroom 
permanently.” Our rapprochement had been 
short-lived. 

I could not bring myself to ask him to stay. ld 
upset him, not least by calling him a slut, the 
term of abuse that others used when they were 
trying to humiliate him. I lay awake for hours 
mulling over what he’d said. I couldn’t bear to 
believe that most of my friends and, yes, I had to 
agree they were my friends, not his, would 
behave so crassly toward him. I fell asleep 
wondering. 

The next week was painful. We barely spoke 
to each other. His excuse was that he didn’t 
want to disturb me when he came in late and 


didn’t want me to disturb his sleep when I got 
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up in the morning. But Pd lie awake until all 
hours waiting for his familiar sounds and smells 
before I could fall asleep. Only once did I try to 
cajole him back into our bedroom. I’d kissed him 
and tasted the spice of another man’s spunk on 
his lips and tongue and had recoiled. That put 
paid to our reconciliation. My look of shock 
must have registered more disapproval than I 
had felt. Billy’s exile continued: my torment 
made a thousand times worse by my 
imagination. 

My work was suffering, I couldn’t sleep, and I 
was an accident waiting to happen. I had to get 
help. I decided to seek the advice of two of my 
closest friends, Murray and Dale. They’d had 
similar ups and downs in their long-term 
relationship, and I’d helped them through those 
times, mainly by the example of Billy’s and my 
rock solid commitment. 

I drove over to their place one night after Billy 
had left for work. He would detest that I’d brought 
other people into our problems, but I had 
nowhere else to turn as Billy would not talk to 
me, always pleading that he was ‘too exhausted.’ 
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Dale made me a stiff drink when he saw how 
upset I was. “We were about to eat, do you want 
to join us?” he asked. 

“If ’m not intruding.” 

“After all you’ve done for us, it would be a 
pleasure,” Murray said. 

“Trouble at home?” I did not like the snarky 
tone to Dale’s voice. Billy’s accusations were 
poisoning me and made me _ suspicious of 
everyone and their motives. 

“That’s what I came to talk about.” 

Murray put his arm around my shoulder in 
comfort as Dale handed me my bourbon and ice. 
I gulped the first mouthful, requiring the courage 
of alcohol to confess that my perfect relationship 
was anything but. Dale refilled my glass to better 
lubricate my tongue. I was about to launch into 
my tale of woe, when there was a knock at the 
door. 

“That'll be the pizza,” Murray said smiling. 

“That will cheer you up,” Dale said. 

“Nothing like a bit of eye candy with your hot 
meal.” Murray was positively slobbering. 

“You invited me to stay for pizza?” 
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“It’s pizza night, we have pizza every 
Wednesday night.” 
I begged off joining them. “I think Pd better 


» 


go. 
“Stay a minute. 
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Murray was trying to be 
supportive but he was making things much more 
difficult. “Steve, this guy is supposed to be 
amazing. Delivers the pizza and does anything at 
all you want and more. He’s supposed to be the 
hottest thing on two legs. Everyone we know says 
he’s worth every cent, though the pizzas don’t 
come cheap.” 

There was no reason to believe it was Billy at 
the door but my head told me otherwise. Murray 
and Dale obviously had no idea as to the identity 
of the pizza delivery boy or else were consummate 
actors. I knew they weren’t after attending their 
diabolically bad performances in an amateur all- 
male production of The Women the year before. 

“Is there another way out?” 

“Not unless you climb out the window,” Dale 
said. 

‘Tm begging you. As a friend. Don’t tell him 


I’m here.” 
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“Don’t tell who?” Murray seemed genuinely 
baffled. 

“The pizza boy.” 

“Why? Are you having it off with him? Are you 
on a low carb diet and you’re scared he might tell...” 

The look of horror on my face must have given 
the game away. 

“Oh. My. God.” Dale could scarcely conceal 
the glee in his voice. 

Murray was less obvious. “The pizza delivery 
boy is Billy?” 

“Did you order from Pizza with Everything?” 

Murray nodded his head. 

My heart sank. “It could be Billy. Please don’t 
tell him I’m here. He'll think I’m checking up on 
him.” 

“Why would he think that? We're friends after 
all.” I couldn’t detect any sarcasm in Murray’s 
question. 

“He’s been rather secretive about his job lately 
and that’s caused a bit of friction.” I thought that 
half-truth would satisfy them. 

Murray was all sympathy. “You think he’s 


delivering a bit more than pizza?” 
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My face said it all. 

“We heard this pizza boy puts out,” Dale 
said. 

“Not that we were interested in that. But his 
arse is supposed to be something special. And 
Dale was getting a little jealous every time 
someone mentioned it.” 

“So it’s not likely to be Billy,” Dale was vicious 
when he got started. 

The knock was more insistent this time. 

I pleaded. “Please don’t tell him.” 

Murray’s reply was less than convincing. “Uh, 
okay.” 

Dale crossed his heart but looked rather 
smug about it. 

“Just in there,” Murray said, pointing to the 
walk-in closet near the door. “You'll be able to 
see and hear everything without being seen 
yourself.” 

“When he’s gone I think you’d better come out 
and tell us the whole story,” Murray said. 

I ducked into the coat closet near the front 
door which had a ventilation hole at eye height 


and a great view of the living area. 
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Dale opened the door and snickered. “Hey, 
Billy. How are you, mate? Come in.” 

He draped his arm over Billy’s shoulder in a 
much-too-familiar manner considering he 
purported not to like him. Or was he doing this 
for my benefit? Surely Billy would deliver the 
pizza, collect his money and go. He only ever 
expressed intense dislike of these too. 

“Hey, Billy,” Murray called. “Since when you 
been delivering pizza?” 

“A few weeks now.” 

“You like the job?” 

“Love it. I meet such interesting people.” 

“Pay good?” Dale asked. He’d always been 
mercenary. 

“Oh, it’s okay. I can make up for it with tips 
though.” 

Murray kept drawing him out. “Looking hot in 
that outfit, Billy. It doesn’t leave much to the 
imagination.” 

“That’s the whole point, I guess. The 
customers seem to like it.” 

“You must get hit on a lot.” 

Billy smiled. “Yeah.” 
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“You know how to handle yourself if the 
buyers get too rough?” 

Murray was a good mate. He was asking all 
the right questions. All the things he knew I 
couldn’t ask without Billy thinking I was checking 
up on him. 

“No one ever gets too rough for me.” Billy 
never knew when to stop. I knew he was only 
being friendly because the job dictated it but 
there was a limit to revealing confidences. 

“Let me see, you ordered the Spicy with 
Double Topping?” 

“That’s it.” 

“Uh,” Billy hesitated. “You guys still want to 
go ahead now you know it’s me?” 

“Why wouldn’t we?” 

“I thought you guys didn’t like me.” 

“We don’t have to like you to do this,” Dale 
said, running his hand over Billy’s tight arse. 
“Aw, shit, Murray, feel this.” 

Murray squeezed Billy’s butt and moaned his 
satisfaction. 

“You up for it?” Murray asked. 

“Sure,” he smiled. 
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“Even though it’s us?” 

“That makes it even better,” Billy said and 
pulled his vest open to reveal his six-pack and his 
rock hard pecs. 

‘Tve fancied you guys ever since we were 
introduced.” 

“Fuck,” Dale panted. “We’ve wanted to fuck 
your hot arse since forever, but Steve’s so jealous 
he wouldn’t let us near you.” 

“Think how fuckin’ hot it will be now then.” 

“Will you tell him?” Dale asked. 

“Fuck, no! Will you?” 

“So he doesn’t know you're doing this?” 
Murray was suspicious, and glanced toward 
where I was hiding. “This is not some sort of 
set-up?” 

“No way. He knows I deliver pizza. That’s 
all.” 

“What if he did know?” Murray was conflicted 
between me, his best friend watching the activity 
from my hiding place, and Dale’s all-out assault 
on Billy that was happening in front of him, 
obviously uncaring about my feelings. 

“Fuck him,” Billy said. “It’s my body.” 
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“Cool,” Dale said stripping Billy’s shorts off. 
“Bend over, slut.” 

Billy, naked and already hard, bent over and 
grabbed his ankles. Dale kneeled and parted his 
cheeks, fingering his arsehole. “He’s all yours 
Murray.” They were probably eager to begin in 
case I tried to put a stop to the activity. 

I wasn’t going to do that. Not yet, at any 
rate. I wanted to see how far my erstwhile 
friends would go. And I wanted to see just what 
sort of pizza delivery boy Billy really was. It 
looked as if he was every gay man’s wet dream 
come true. 

Dale had stripped off his clothes, his leaking 
cock looking mean and spiteful. With a scream of 
“Suck it, mongrel cunt whore,” Dale slammed it 
into Billy’s mouth choking him. Murray watched 
in awe as his boyfriend attacked mine. Billy 
opened his throat and Dale just slammed in and 
out until his cock was covered in puke and drool, 
the sounds of deep penetration gagging echoing 
around the living room. The ramrod face fuck 
kept up for a good five minutes until Dale relaxed 
and let Billy catch his breath. 
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“Fuck, Dale. I’ve never had my throat 
pounded so good. You like feeding it to me, huh? 
Watching it slide down my throat. Go on; choke 
me on your big hot cock. Steve never feeds me 
enough cock, that’s why I gotta get it outside.” 

Murray was still watching the action, playing 
with his own prick that seemed eager to get at 
Billy’s arse. He must have been nervous because 
he kept glancing my way. The decision was taken 
out of his hands when Billy backed up, grabbed 
his cock, guiding it into his hole. 

“What about Steve? I’m his best friend” 
Murray squeaked. 

Billy sighed as he impaled himself right down 
to Murray’s balls. “Don’t give me that shit. You 
don’t like Steve.” 

“Nah, never did like the fucker!” Dale agreed, 
watching his lover penetrate deep into Billy’s 
butthole. 

“Steve won’t let me fuck his friends.” 

“Why not?” Dale asked. 

“Too scared they'll be better than him, I guess.” 

“And are we better than him, Billy?” Dale 
asked. 
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“Fuck, yeah, do you even have to ask?” Billy 
grunted as Murray picked up the pace. 

“You are so fuckin’ nasty, Billy,” Dale sat in 
an armchair watching the action and, behind 
that, my hiding spot. He was slowly jerking his 
cock with the remnants of Billy’s puke. He was 
letting Billy run off at the mouth because he knew 
every word was a stab straight to my guts. “How 
many guys you had so far tonight?” 

“Eight. You guys are the last order.” 

“Fuck, you're still so tight,” Murray said. 
“Your arse in unbelievable.” 

“They don’t all want to fuck me. Some want to 
watch me strip or suck me off. Some want me to 
be really nasty.” He left the idea hanging. 

“Are you a nasty whore, Billy?” Dale probed. 

“You bet I am.” 

“A filthy cum-sucking slut?” 

“That’s me.” 

Nothing Dale said phased Billy. I hoped he 
wasn’t leading him into a trap. 

Murray was gasping. “Fuck, oh fuck. This is 
the best arse I have ever screwed! No wonder 
Steve doesn’t want to share you.” 
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Billy encouraged him. “Come on, Murray. 
Slam your cock into me. I want that hot hard cock 
of yours squirting spunk deep inside me. Then Ill 
lick you clean. That’s it Murray, your cock feels 
so fuckin’ good.” 

His voice was low and hypnotic and Murray 
was close. Billy got that look on his face when he’s 
concentrating all his energy on his butthole, 
squeezing it like a suction cup around the 
invading prick. 

Murray let out a strangulated scream. “Holy 
mother of god. I can’t take any more.” He humped 
against Billy’s butt five or six times and collapsed 
on his back. He caught his breath and pulled free, 
spunk dribbling down Billy’s leg, before pushing 
the slimy cock in Billy’s mouth for a spit clean 
and polish. Then, still breathing heavily, he 
swapped places with Dale and sank exhausted 
into the chair. 

Dale lay Billy on the rug and pushed his legs 
over his shoulders. Then, without any 
preliminaries, sank his cock right into Billy’s 
guts, the previous spunk deposited there acting 
as lube. Dale wrapped his hand around Billy’s 
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throat, choking his head in position so they had 
to look each other in the eye. I could see Billy grit 
his teeth as he stared into the black eyes of his 
defiler. “Do your worst fucker,” he hissed. 

Ramming his cock into Billy, Dale rotated his 
hips to enter from a different angle each time, 
varying his thrusts to keep the man speared by 
his prick on the alert. Billy groaned which meant 
the fucker was getting to him. Dale was a 
magnificent animal and it was almost a pleasure 
to watch him ploughing my far from defenceless 
boyfriend. I was hard. I undid my fly and dragged 
out my cock to gently apply pressure to the 
already leaking piss slit. 

“Who’s the best you’ve had tonight, Billy?” 

“Fuck, no contest. You two. You both make 
me so fuckin’ horny. I need your cocks inside me. 
I’ve needed them since that first time I met you. I 
wanted you to throw me down and fuck me right 
there and then.” 

“You're not just saying that, Billy?” Dale was 
no dummy. 

“Fuck, no. I mean it. You guys are the 
hottest fuckers I ever met. Your cocks are just 
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perfect for my cunt holes. You notice that way 
my arse muscle gripped when you were fucking 
me?” Both men agreed they had. “That was 
special just for you guys. It drives Steve wild. I 
promised him he would be the only guy I ever 
did it to.” 

“Shit, eh,” Murray laughed. 

Dale goaded. “What else will you do Billy that 
Steve wouldn’t want you to?” 

“Anything. Especially if it’s real nasty.” 

Dale picked up pace, his body slapping loudly 
against Billy’s butt. “You. Are. My. Kind. Of. Slut. 
Boy.” Dale was obviously dumping a load inside 
my lover. 

He pulled out and Billy slumped on the 
carpet, his arse in my direct line of sight. 

Dale pulled him up on his knees, doggy style. 
“Show us your arse, Billy. Let’s see the spunk we 
blew up that cum dump arse of yours.” 

Billy reached back to spread his cheeks, and 
cum dribbled out of his butt hole. Dale held a 
glass that he’d picked up from the kitchen, under 
the puffy arse lips. “Here, Billy. Push out the 
loads inside you.” 
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Billy squeezed his arse, wads of cum drooling 
into the glass. 

“How many loads, Billy?” 

“Five. Plus your two.” 

“Fuckin’ nasty!” 

“Anything for you guys.” 

“Would you tell that to Steve if he was here 
now,” Murray asked. 

“Fuck, yeah.” 

“What would you tell him, Billy?” Dale asked. 

“You guys know how to treat a cum dump 
slut.” 

Dale grabbed him hard again by the throat. 
“Say it louder, Billy!” 

“Steve fucks like a girl,” Billy shouted. “I need 
man cock like you guys.” 

“And you're not lying, Billy?” 

“TI show you how much I mean it. Ill stay for 
another session with you two off the clock, my 
treat. You can do whatever you want.” 

“What if we want to fuck you in front of Steve 
to teach him a lesson that he’s got to share you?” 

‘Td love that,” Billy’s mind was probably 


racing into the fantasy. 
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“What if we want our friends to fuck you?” 
Murray said. 

“Bring them on.” 

Dale handed Billy the glass of slime from his 
arse. Billy raised it and said, “Skol. Here’s to you 
guys, and loads more man cream.” He tipped the 
glass and we watched fascinated as his throat 
muscles bobbed, swallowing the juice, gagging 
only once but keeping it down. 

Dale was all admiration. “Fuck, that was hot.” 

Murray slapped Billy’s face with his hard 
prick before sliding it between his lips, holding 
the back of his head obviously enjoying the 
warmth of Billy’s slime-slicked throat. I watched 
Murray lean over, hooking his thumbs into Billy’s 
sphincter, pulling it open. 

“Fuck, that arse is so sweet, I bet everyone 
wants to fuck it,” Murray said. 

“You’d let them fuck it, too, wouldn’t you, 
Billy?” 

“Hell, yeah. I want to take every cock in the 
world.” 

“What’s your hottest fantasy right now, Billy? 
If Steve was here to watch.” 
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Billy groaned. “Shit, that’s my dream. Get all 
Steve’s friends who he thinks are so fuckin’ cool, 
they all try to fuck me when he’s not looking. Get 
them in one room.” 

“What would you really like, Billy?” 

“Get Steve over and make him watch every 
one of his so-called friends fuck my arse until I’m 
full of their spunk. Then make him suck it out, 
taste the slime they’ve been waiting to pump into 
me behind his back for years.” 

“Off the clock?” 

“Yeah, I promised.” 

“Give us the names, Billy,” Murray said. 

“You guys are serious?” Billy asked. 

“Deadly.” 

Billy looked like the cat who got the cream as 
he rattled off the names of my closest friends. Eight 
in all. Mates who I thought were on my side. This 
would prove it one way or the other. One by one 
Dale dialled their numbers on Billy’s mobile and 
invited them over to meet the famed pizza delivery 
boy that everyone was talking about. He didn’t let 
on the delivery boy’s identity. Two weren’t home 
and one wanted to bring his boyfriend. 
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I should have put a stop to it, but I wanted to 
see who of my friends would stand up for me. 
Murray and Dale were counting on that to stop 
me from interrupting their game plan. 

“Some of them should be here in about ten to 
fifteen minutes. Those that live further away 
could be up to half an hour,” Murray said as he 
went into the kitchen to put on a pot of coffee. He 
and Dale had slipped on shorts but insisted Billy 
remain naked, a state of dress he loved. 

“You really up for this?” Murray asked. 

“You don’t have to keep asking,” Billy said, 
slightly annoyed. “If I wasn’t, I wouldn’t be 
here.” 

“I gotta say, Billy, that arse of yours is the 
best I’ve ever had. You're sitting on a fortune,” 
Dale said, 

Billy smirked. “Yeah, a lot of guys have told 
me that.” 

“You ever think of leaving Steve?” Dale 
asked. 

“Why? You offering?” 

Dale looked to Murray who nodded his head 
almost imperceptibly. “Maybe.” 
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“You think you got what it takes to look after 
me? Satisfy my arsehole?” 

“Didn’t you say we were the best?” Murray 
asked. 

“Yeah, I did, didn’t I?” 

“Well?” Dale demanded. 

“You’d let me fuck other guys? Fuck your 
friends?” 

“Fuck, no!” Dale was adamant. 

Billy shrugged that the conversation was over. 

“Steve doesn’t let you fuck his friends either,” 
Murray pointed out. 

Billy smiled. “But I do anyway.” 

Dale was so confident in his ability to satisfy 
Billy. “We’d keep you too busy. You wouldn’t have 
the time.” 

“If you say so.” Billy sounded bored. “You 
gonna invite Steve to the party?” 

I held my breath. I didn’t want my hiding 
place revealed because Billy would still think I 
was checking up on him and I wanted to see how 
true my closest friends were or whether they were 
turncoats like Dale and Murray. 

Murray and Dale exchanged looks. 
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“I rang,” Murray said. “No answer. I left a 
voicemail message. But [ll try him again once 
everyone arrives.” 

“You really want him to witness you being a 
fuck slut for all his closest friends?” Dale was 
trying to get his head around the idea. “You must 
really hate him.” 

“Nah, you don’t understand.” 

Murray was curious. “What do you think he'll 
do if he catches you?” 

“He could throw me out in the street.” Billy 
seemed awfully calm about the prospect. “Or he 
can accept it, no questions asked.” 

“What, public humiliation? In front of his best 
friends? All fucking his lover?” Murray was 
incredulous at the prospect. 

I began to think they’d forgotten I was in the 
closet listening to every word until there was a 
knock at the door and on his way to answer it, 
Dale distracted Billy’s attention and Murray 
slipped me a cup of coffee. There’s a lot to be said 
for civilised gay male behaviour. They might 
have been cuckolding me by buggering my 
boyfriend in front of me but they remembered 
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the social niceties. That goes a long way in my 
book. But not nearly far enough to make up for 
what they were doing. I didn’t know whether 
they thought my non-intervention was passive 
acquiescence in their activity or whether I was 
just some poor cuckold who would tolerate his 
boyfriend’s flagrant infidelity in a desperate 
attempt to keep him. They would be wrong on 
both counts. 

The first to arrive was Kyle, who’d stopped off 
to pick up Jason, both guys who I went bar 
hopping with in my bachelor days. They heartily 
approved of Billy and had given no indication of 
having designs on his body. Kyle barged into the 
living room. “Lead me to him. I’ve heard so much 
about this pizza delivery guy I have to see him 
with my own eyes before I'll believe it.” 

“Hi Murray, Hi Billy,” he called while he 
looked around. “Where is he? Don’t tell me you’ve 
got him in the bedroom already? You cunning 
deviants!” 

Dale smirked. “No, he’s here in the room with 
us.” 

Jason looked about confused. 
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Billy drew his legs up on the lounge and 
parted them. A sly grin crept across Kyle’s face. 
“Oh sweet Jesus. Tell me you’re fuckin’ serious, 
dude. Tell me I’m not dreaming.” 

Dale was as proud as if he was a new father. 
“You’re not dreaming.” 

Kylie laughed. “Billy’s the fuckin’ pizza 
delivery boy? Man, this is so cool. Does Steve 
know?” 

“Totally oblivious,” Murray lied. 

Jason needed reassurance. “He’s gonna take 
us all on and you think Steve won’t find out?” 

Billy spoke for the first time since they 
arrived. “You care if he does?” 

Kyle was adamant. “Fuck, no. I was only his 
friend so I could get my cock into you. I’m pretty 
bored because he won’t let me near you.” 

“What about you, Jason?” 

“Tm up for it. I’ve had sleepless nights 
dreaming about your butthole.” 

Billy seemed delighted. “Now I’m all yours. 
And yours.” 

He shifted so that his arse was easily 
accessible and Kyle didn’t hesitate to shuck his 
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clothes and had his cock aimed at Billy’s pink ass 
chute before a slightly nervous Jason had even 
removed his shoes. I had to admire Kyle’s body. 
He was buff. More buff than me and his cock was 
just the right length and thickness that Billy 
enjoyed. I saw him smile as Kyle slid in 
painlessly. They leaned in to kiss and Kyle was in 
no hurry to dump a load. Not now that he’d finally 
managed to nail the ass he’d obviously coveted for 
years. 

While Jason moved closer so Billy could play 
with his cock, there was another knock at the 
door and Marty strode in. Marty was a prick. I 
worked with him. He was straight but I knew he’d 
always wanted to get into Billy. He tried it 
whenever my back was turned. He was certainly 
not on my friends list. Billy must have wanted 
him here for a reason. Surely not because he 
wanted his dick up his arse. 

“Is that who I think it is?” Marty crowed as 
Dale handed him a drink. He looked skyward and 
whispered, “Thank you,” before turning to the 
room and saying, “Now I know there really is a 


god.” 
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He stripped down to his briefs, his middle- 
aged body hairy and out of shape. I saw Dale 
wrinkle his nose in distaste. He sat and watched 
while Kyle took his time fucking Billy smoothly 
and deeply. Jason straddled his face and sank his 
cock between Billy’s lips. 

Marty absent-mindedly played with his cock 
through his briefs. “Does Steve know about this 
little free-fuck-all?” 

“It seems not,” Kyle called over his shoulder. 
“Oh, Jesus, this arse is as good as they say. 
Fuckin’ sweet. I could drill him all night.” 

“Yeah, well, you better hurry up because I 
want to pop my nuts real bad.” 

As if on cue, a few minutes later Kyle pushed 
hard against Billy and screwed up his face. “Ugh. 
Fuck. Shit. Fuck.” It took him a few moments to 
get his breath back before he pulled out and 
Billys fuckhole squelched. Jason had 
dismounted his face but Marty simply elbowed 
his way in and had his cock in Billy before Jason 
even had a chance. 

“Hey, Marty, how would you like to fuck me in 
front of Steve?” 
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“Any time. I loathe everything that yuppie 
cunt stands for and would love to take him down. 
Thinks he’s so fuckin’ wonderful because he 
outsells the rest of us two to one.” 

“You'll tell all his co-workers you fucked me 
senseless?” Billy asked. 

What Marty lacked in finesse he made up for 
in dogged determination. 

“You bet I will. They'll fuckin’ laugh at him 
every time he walks on the floor.” 

“Make sure you do,” Billy said. 

“Don’t tell me what to do, cunt.” Marty spat in 
Billy’s face. It drooled down his cheek to his 
mouth. Billy poked at it with his tongue, licked it 
up, and then swallowed it. 

“Nasty.” Marty gobbed more spit directly into 
Billy’s mouth. “Why don’t I take you in the car 
yard, get everyone to line up and fuck your pretty 
little arse while Steve watches. Think he’d like 
that, Billy?” 

“Who cares if he likes it?” Billy said. 

“Oh, I do, Billy. I care a lot. Pd use you like a 
lump of fuck meat, show Steve who’s boss. Who 
has the best cock, Billy?” 
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Billy groaned and I knew he was getting 
turned on. “You, Marty, you.” 

“Fuckin’ right. Don’t you ever forget it!” Marty 
couldn’t seem to fuck and speak at the same time 
so he clammed up to concentrate on getting his 
rocks off. He grunted and sweated like an animal 
and the perspiration dripped into Billy’s eyes. 
Eventually, he muttered “If rd known how hot 
your arse is, I woulda thrown you down and 
fucked you in the street. Now I’m screwing your 
slutty faithless fuck hole,” before letting fly with a 
string of expletives that made even Dale blush. 

As soon as he pulled out, Jason sank into the 
slimy hole. Three more arrived but Nathan took one 
look at what was going on and froze. “Does Steve 
know about this?” he asked. When he was told that 
I didn’t, he turned to Billy and said, “Much as ľd 
love to fuck you, mate, Steve is my friend. If he’d 
given permission I’d be up you like a rat up a 
drainpipe. But,” he turned to everyone in the room, 
“He won’t hear it from me.” He closed the door as 
he left. One up for friendship. Not so, Spike, a 
tattoo punk that I’d befriended when I helped him 
get finance for a cheap van for his band. 
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Jason didn’t take long to shoot with a barely 
audible moan and a slight judder of his body. 
Spike pulled him off Billy and pushed his own 
prick straight inside. 

“So Steve is outa the loop?” he asked as he 
slammed back and forth, pulling his cock out 
fully before battering at Billy’s sphincter again. I 
knew from experience it was the most painful way 
to fuck someone. But Billy was putting up with it. 
He almost looked as if he was welcoming the pain. 
Spike was hammering him into the lounge. “You 
gonna invite Stevie boy over for sloppy sevenths>?” 

“Would you like that, Spike?” Billy asked. 

“Make him watch me nailing you to the floor. 
Let him see how you should be treated. Let him 
watch a real cock slam your sexy little body. That 
turn you on, Billy?” 

Billy groaned and Spiked offered him his 
tattooed bicep. “Like the ink, boy? Worship the 
ink.” 

Billy’s tongue snaked out and ran over the 
smooth skin of Spike’s arm, and then he buried 
his nose and mouth in Spike’s armpit, sucking 
and licking noisily, just as the last of the party 
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arrived. Nick and Bryce arrived together and took 
one look at the well-fucked Billy before they 
decided they wanted in and shucked their clothes 
to join the pile on the floor. 

“So this is the famed pizza boy everyone is 
talking about?” Bryce asked. 

There was a chorus of agreement. 

“Is he as good as the rumours?” Nick queried. 

“A million fuckin’ times better,” Marty said. 

“Shit, youll make me come,” Bryce groaned. 

“So you all want to fuck Billy in front of 
Steve?” Dale had Billy’s mobile phone in his hand. 

A few of them looked startled but there’s 
safety in numbers and they all agreed. 

“I phoned him at home earlier this evening 
but he wasn’t there. Let me try him again,” Dale 
had an evil smile on his face. 

I realised too late what he was planning. I 
grabbed for my mobile but too late. Its distinctive 
ring tone echoed from my hiding place to the 
astonishment of all but Dale and Murray. With 
smug superiority Dale flung open the closet door 
to reveal me holding a cup of coffee in one hand 
and my hard cock in the other. 
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After a stunned silence, the laughter began. 
My humiliation was complete. Dale led me by the 
cock over to where Spike was still rough fucking 
Billy. 

“Aren’t you going to say hello to your 
boyfriend?” Dale asked. 

“Hi, Billy,” I muttered. 

“Hi, Steve.” Billy smiled. “Like what you 
see?” 

Dale squeezed. “If his cock is anything to go 
by, I think Steve here likes to watch his boyfriend 
copping it good and hard. Why don’t you just 
settle back and watch the fun, Steve. Who knows, 
maybe Billy will even let you join in. Or clean out 
his arse when we’ve finished.” 

“Gross,” Marty called. 

Dale turned to him. “What? You don’t like the 
idea of your slimy cum that’s fermenting in Bill’s 
sloppy arse mixing with all ours then finally 
flushing down Steve’s unwilling throat?” 

Marty’s eyes grew wide. “Now that you put it 
that way...” 

There was no hiding my excitement while I sat 


and watched Billy fucked by each and every one 
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of them, all declaring they’d never had an arse 
like it and, naturally enough, wanting seconds. 

Billy drew the line at that. “Nah, guys. You got 
a preview tonight. And I was glad to give it to you. 
I love you guys fucking me and I can hardly wait 
to do it again.” He went to his vest and took a 
handful of business cards from the pocket and 
handed them out. “You want another go then ring 
the number on the card. The code for what you 
want is printed on the back. I'll be glad to do 
anything you want. Anything at all.” 

The guys started to dress reluctantly. 

“You gonna let Steve fuck you?” Marty asked. 

“Hell, no. Not after I had the best fucks ever 
tonight from you guys. That would be an anti- 
climax. But can you get Steve to help clean me 
up?” 

I could see they would enjoy this. They 
manhandled me to the floor and lay me down so 
Billy could squat over my face. Billy pushed his 
greasy arse cheeks down on to my face and 
rubbed the slime all over my nose, my forehead 
and my cheeks. I saw his sphincter strain and a 


small dribble of cum oozed down over the 
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underside of his balls. Dale held on to my nose so 
I had to open my mouth. Billy strained again and 
a large chunk of cum shot out and onto my face. 
Dale rubbed it in and spooned it into my mouth. 
The dribble had become a cascade and cum oozed 
non-stop until I could scarcely keep it all in my 
mouth. 

“Don’t you dare swallow it,” Billy commanded. 
“I want to see your best friends’ cum all over your 
tongue. Swirl it around, Steve.” 

I did as I was told, the slime oozing down the 
back of my throat. I opened my mouth wide, 
poking out my tongue. He swapped positions, 
plugging my mouth with his own, suctioning up 
all the spooge. While looking down at me, he 
dribbled the snowball back again, spitting the 
remnant before he told me to swallow. My 
stomach heaved as the slime ran down into my 
gullet, but I kept it down. 

I sat in a corner until the visitors left 
reluctantly and somewhat embarrassed, not 
knowing how to react to me now that they’d made 
their intentions clear about Billy. It probably 
hadn’t sunk in as yet that I’d heard everything 
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they’d said. I was sure guilt would set in before 
lunch tomorrow. 

I got dressed quickly. “You want a lift, 
Billy?” 

“Oh, yeah. Just sit in a corner until I finish 
with these two.” 

Murray was surprised. “You want more?” 

“Sure, didn’t I promise you two a turn off the 
clock?” 

Murray stuttered. “Yeah, but I thought—” 

“Well, don’t,” Billy said sharply. “When I say 
something I mean it. Steve can sit and watch 
while you two do me again. Maybe he can tell me 
what a slut Iam and how you can fuck my arse 
until I can’t stand up.” 

As it worked out, that’s exactly what 
happened. I watched my two best friends work 
Billy over and got to verbally abuse my boyfriend 
while he cuckolded me, blowing a load in my 
trousers without even touching myself. 

About half an hour later, we were on the way 
home. Neither of us spoke about what had just 
happened and when we got back to the apartment 
Billy said “Night,” and went into his room closing 


7 


Christmas on the Socks 


the door. I spent a very restless night, jerking off 
to the memory of all I’d seen. 
KKKK 

Billy obviously intended keeping his pizza 
delivery job because he went out each evening 
and came back in the early hours of the morning 
reeking of cum and piss. I tried to speak to him 
about his behaviour but he wouldn’t countenance 
it. I was prepared to allow him certain leeway but 
fucking the men I considered my friends was 
beyond acceptable bounds even in my lapse 
moral code. 

I got caught up in the cycle of overtime 
and mortgage repayments, utility bills and 
supermarket shopping and my resolve 
waivered. Billy realised we had to speak 
sometimes and Sunday afternoons, before he 
headed out to work, became the time that he 
handed over his wages and I attempted to 
balance the books. I never queried the small 
amounts he gave me. He was either on a lousy 
hourly rate and the tips were not as abundant 
as he’d expected, men taking advantage of his 


good nature, or he was salting the money away, 
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perhaps toward a nest egg to leave me and 
branch out on his own. 

On one such Sunday in late November Billy 
startled me with a request. “Next Sunday, can 
you to drive me to Uncle Ram’s? It’s the company 
Christmas party. He likes us all to be there.” 

“What time?” 

“Leave mid-morning. To arrive in time for 
lunch.” 

Billy had never been close to this side of his 
family and we had never been invited to share 
Christmas or any other holiday with them before. 
Ram owned a house on the south coast at Coal 
Cliffs, about ninety minutes from the city, 
perched on top of a small bluff with its own 
private beach and a series of rock ledges from 
which the fishing was plentiful. 

“Is the invitation for one or for two?” 

“I didn’t think you’d be interested,” Billy 
replied. “It will be all my work colleagues. Mainly 
girls, and a few suppliers. It'll be a bit boring.” 

“Why are you going then?” 

“It’s...um...like mandatory. Uncle Ram gives 
out Christmas bonuses and unless youe got a 
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very good reason for not attending, like death, 
you don’t get it. Plus there’s prizes for best 
delivery girl, best feedback from customers, and 
all the usual sort of shit.” 

“The prize being a voucher for one of his own 
pizzas no doubt.” I was thinking of how stingy 
Billy’s wages had been and I couldn’t see the 
bonus or the prizes adding up to much. 

Billy shrugged his indifference. “Can you 
do it? Otherwise Ill have to hire a car to get 
there.” 

“What about one of your customers? Dale or 
Murray could drive you.” I regretted saying it the 
moment the words left my mouth. 

Billy sighed. “Uncle Ram doesn’t allow 
fraternisation between customers and staff.” 

“At the Christmas party at any rate,” I 
added. 

“Look, forget it. It’s no big deal. I'll see if 
anyone can give me a lift. I only thought it might 
be a nice change for you. When you're not at 
work, which seems to be all the time, you’re 
cooped up inside the apartment trying to balance 
the books...” 
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I bit my tongue. No use in starting an 
argument. 

“You can go swimming, do a bit of rock 
fishing, or just relax for the afternoon,” Billy 
continued. “We can drive back when you’ve had 
enough. It will do you good.” 

“You want me to come then?” 

“I was afraid you might be bored. If you don’t 
want to, that’s your choice, Ill stay overnight, 
there’s no work that night, all the franchises are 
closed for the party, and hitch a ride back with 
someone in the morning.” 

It did sound inviting. ’d been on my guard only 
because I thought it may have been yet another 
opportunity for Billy to get himself into situations 
that would lead to my ultimate humiliation. I 
didn’t think my blood pressure could stand it. The 
way our relationship was headed, this would be 
our last Christmas together and I thought we 
might as well make the most of it. I might even be 
able to get him drunk and take advantage of him 
myself. My balls were turning blue from lack of 
sex. All my overtures to Billy had been rebuffed 
since he’d begun work at Pizza with Everything. 
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I couldn’t help one last snipe. “Okay, I’ll drive 
you up and drive you back, as long as you don’t 
think TI cramp your style.” 

Billy shook his head at my clumsy put down 
and went to his room, closing the door, emerging 
only a few hours later to head off to work without 
even saying goodbye. A few more weeks of this 
cold shoulder and they’d be locking me up. 

The rest of the week passed in much the same 
way, Billy avoiding me, which wasn’t all that 
difficult given our overlapping work schedules, 
and me tucking him in and kissing him secretly 
each morning before heading out, smelling other 
men’s sex on his face and body. 

Billy thawed a little by the following 
weekend, so the scheduled party run was going 
ahead. Ram was supplying all the food, free 
beer and soft drinks, plus a fruit punch, anda 
little home-made grappa which I’d heard was 
lethal. I packed a half dozen bottles of quality 
wine to help out, grateful that gifts, except 
alcohol, were strictly verboten. Ram would play 
Santa Claus and distribute small gifts to the 
children of his employees and the few relatives 
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who still acknowledged his branch of the family 
tree. 

I drove the car out of the underground 
parking bay and waited for Billy in the street. 
Okay, we’ve been together almost six years now, 
but even I had to whistle when he appeared and 
hopped into the passenger’s seat. He looked 
gorgeous. He’d obviously spent a little of his 
wages on new casual clothes and he certainly 
knew how to pick garments that brought out his 
colouring and the beauty of his muscular body 
and his handsome face. I fell in love with him all 
over again. He seemed pleased at my reaction and 
the smile stayed on his face for the next twenty 
minutes. 

I swore to myself I would do and say nothing 
to spoil the day, no matter the provocation, 
although I was not expecting much from this 
family oriented event. The ninety-minute trip was 
pleasant, I enjoy driving, although the 
conversation was sparse. The radio proved a 
source of irritation and our small talk, we avoided 
the personal, dried up very quickly, so that for 
most of the journey Billy listened to his iPod via 
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his ear pieces and gazed silently out the window 
at the passing scenery. 

As the highway wound down the coast we came 
across spectacular views of the Pacific and the vast 
expanse of blue ocean lifted my spirits, dulled 
somewhat by Billy’s uncommunicative behaviour. 
When we finally arrived and turned into the 
driveway of Ram’s house, we both were shocked by 
the opulence. The gravel driveway led up to a 
two-storey white mansion with marble columns 
pretentiously framing the magnificent carved oak 
front door. The residence glistened in the hot and 
humid midday sun, vehicles already clogging the 
parking spots although I managed to squeeze the 
car into one of the few remaining spaces. Carrying 
the box of wine we headed to the door which 
opened just before we had a chance to ring. 

“Billy, glad you could make it. We were just 
about to send out a search party. How’s my 
favourite nephew?” Ram was a big bear of a man 
in his late forties, who’d obviously eaten a little 
too readily of his own product. He was a good 
280lbs and stood 6’2”. Billy disappeared into his 
hug. I thought the big man would suffocate him. 
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He turned his attention to me and almost 
crushed the bones in my hand he shook it so 
vehemently. “You must be Steve, we’ve heard so 
much about you. Glad to finally meet you. Billy 
never stops praising your finer points.” 

I knew he was just being polite but I was 
surprised to see that Billy had a smut of red in his 
cheeks. 

“Hello, ’m Ruby. Welcome to our family. Glad 
you could make our little party.” 

Billy leaned in and kissed her on the cheek. 
“Hello, Auntie Ruby.” She, too, enveloped him in 
her arms and pressed him to her very large 
artificially enhanced breasts. Ruby, alias porn 
royalty Clitty Glitter, whom I had seen gang 
banged and double penetrated by twelve men in 
Orgy on the Orient Express, was a stunning 
woman. She still managed the occasional non- 
sexual guest appearance in hetero porn 
although it was rumoured she was the body 
double on a number of recent best sellers when 
the lead actress was unable to accommodate 
men of, shall we say, extra large proportions. 
She also guested as harridan mums and girl 
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friends in gay porn where she had attracted a 
cult following. 

Her long red hair, her crowning glory and, 
along with triple penetration, her trademark, was 
truly spectacular. More impressive yet was the 
adoring way in which she looked at her husband. 
This truly was a love match. She hugged me as 
tightly as she did Billy. She smelled of apricots 
and popcorn. I liked her immediately and felt 
right at home. 

The wine was taken from me and Ruby 
walked us out amongst the guests who were 
already swimming in the pool or else sitting about 
in groups chatting on the mansion’s expansive 
ground-level entertaining area. A number of 
young women screamed when they saw Billy, 
rushing over to claim him, stripping him to his 
Speedos before dragging him to the pool where 
they carried on like a bunch of kids. 

Ruby took my arm, introducing me to the 
men, most of whom were the boyfriends of the 
female pizza delivery crew. I wondered how they 
coped with their girlfriends’ infidelity. The 
remainder of the guests were cooks and general 
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hands at the pizza franchises, plus a smattering 
of suppliers. “Billy really is a remarkable young 
man,” Ruby said. 

“Yes,” I replied non-committally. 

She stopped to look at me. “You must be 
something special the way he talks about you.” 

“T didn’t know he’d been here before,” I said. 

“Oh, no, he hasn’t. I help out in the shop. 
Sometimes I do the deliveries for old times’ sake, 
when Ram is in one of his shitty moods.” 

My face must have given me away. “Now, I’ve 
shocked you.” She laughed and led me along to 
meet another group of guests. 

She left me while she went in to help prepare 
lunch. I had to admit it was fun standing 
chatting amiably with a group of strangers not 
having to worry about Billy. Children raced 
around screaming, getting tangled amongst the 
adults, the beer and wine flowed, and 
friendships were formed. I wandered away to 
look at the superb garden of native plants that 
had a precarious existence here on the cliff top, 
buffeted by easterlies that swept in off the salty 


sea. 
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I found a sun lounge and sat to watch Billy 
frolicking in the pool. He waved happily and I 
saluted him with my drink in acknowledgement. 
He was the centre of attention among the young 
women, some of whom surreptitiously groped 
his arse while a few squeezed his cock. He 
batted them away good naturedly; otherwise I 
would have suspected he had bisexual 
tendencies. 

Life was good today. I dreaded to think of our 
return to the city where Billy would once again 
take refuge in the spare room. If only he would tell 
me what the problem was, I was sure we could 
overcome it. 

A shadow obstructed the sun. “You must be 
Billy’s boyfriend.” 

Shading my eyes I looked up. He was very 
cute. Mediterranean. Greek, Italian, perhaps 
Lebanese. He was clothed only in Speedos which 
did little to disguise the size of his cock. 

“Steve.” I held out my hand as he sat in the 
lounge chair beside me. 

“Mario. This your first time?” 

“Uh huh.” 
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“Your Billy is very popular. And not just here. 
Natasha...that’s her in the red,” he said pointing 
to a stunning blonde who was all over Billy. “She 
fancies him something fearful. She’s tried but she 
got nowhere.” 

I smiled. “I think she'll find she lacks the 
equipment that Billy needs.” 

“She even offered to wear a strap-on.” 

I laughed. “That is keen.” I looked over at him. 
“You don’t mind?” 

He looked serious. “Sometimes. What about 
you?” 

“I was never given a choice.” 

“Ouch.” 

We sat and watched the pool. Shortly Ram 
came out and spoke to Natasha. She got out and 
dried herself, shaking her wet hair, and waved to 
Mario before disappearing inside the house. 

“What was that all about?” I enquired. 

“She was chosen.” 

“Chosen?” 

“Yeah. It’s no big deal. The cops turn up 
throughout the day for their annual pay off. As a 
special Christmas bonus, Ram lets them choose 
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one of the girls, only the delivery chicks not the 
wives or anything, for a special in one of the 
bedrooms. Sometimes they even choose Ruby. It’s 
all very democratic. You can only get chosen 
once.” 

He seemed very casual about the process. 

“Well, I suppose Billy doesn’t have much 
chance.” 

“Don’t you believe it. Tash tells me he’s one of 
the most popular delivery staff they’ve ever had. 
Some of the girls are losing customers to him. 
Straight guys who want to try it out.” 

“Like you?” 

He chuckled. “How did you know?” 

“Easy. That rather lethal looking weapon 
you've got barely hidden in your Speedos twitches 
every time you mention his name.” 

“Why, Steve, are you staring at my cock?” 

“If you don’t want people to stare at it you 
shouldn’t be wearing those trunks.” 

“You don’t mind, do you?” 

“Wouldn’t matter if I did. Billy is his own man. 
But, no, I don’t mind. Doesn’t mean I wouldn’t be 
as envious as hell. You’re a hot fucker.” 
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“You think he’d be interested?” 

“With that tantalising bulge you've got, I think 
Billy would be bending over in a matter of 
seconds. I’m surprised you haven’t porked him 
already.” 

“I never saw him before today. He certainly 
lives up to all the hype.” 

“Don’t I know it.” 

“If I get a chance at his arse, Tash wants to 
watch.” 

I didn’t like her chances. 

The lunch went off without a hitch and Billy 
stayed glued to my side, giving the appearance 
that we were the happiest couple alive. He was 
almost like his old self, discussing fantasy 
partnering, picking out men at the party he’d like 
to fuck ‘if he were single.’ I wasn’t sure if that 
qualification about bachelorhood was a threat 
about the parlous state of our relationship or a 
confirmation that we were still in one. I didn’t 
dare ask because that was territory he didn’t wish 
to explore at the moment. 

He picked out a handful of men who had 
taken his fantasy, all straight, or so he maintained. 
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“What about Mario? He’s very attractive and 
seems to have quite a handful down his 
Speedos.” 

“I’ve sort of put him out of my mind because 
he’s Tash’s boyfriend,” Billy said. 

“Hmmm, that never stopped you from fucking 
my best friends,” I pointed out. I knew I shouldn’t 
have said it, but I was still bitter. To cover my 
faux pas I added quickly, “Besides, it’s not like 
she’s exactly faithful. Isn’t she fucking for tips 
when she delivers pizza?” 

Billy paused to consider what I’d said. “You 
think he’d be interested?” 

“Definitely. But only if Tash can watch.” 

Billy grimaced. “Not sure I’m up for that. 
Particularly as I think she’d probably try to join 
in at some stage.” 

Because it was so hot and humid in the 
garden, most of the guests remained in their 
swimming costumes, including Billy who was 
getting more than his share of admiring glances, 
from men as well as women. 

“What’s the schedule for this afternoon?” I 
asked. 
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“Ram will come out dressed as Santa Claus 
shortly. He'll give gifts to all the kids who are here 
then we go through that rigmarole I told you 
about earlier. He gets the delivery girls to sit on 
his knee. He gives the prettiest girls a quick feel, 
nothing too blatant otherwise Ruby would have 
his balls, he gives them their bonus and they give 
him a sloppy kiss and then the next one takes a 
turn. Before that there’s a short ceremony where 
he hands out prizes for best pizza cook, best pizza 
delivery, that sort of shit.” 

“Are you in the running?” 

“We all are. It’s democratic. Nobody votes or 
anything. It goes by sales, or workload or the 
public writing in, that sort of thing. As for me, I 
don’t stand a snowball’s. I’ve only worked there 
three months. The job is over on Christmas Eve.” 

“You're giving it away? I thought you liked it?” 

“Whatever gave you that idea?” Billy asked. 

“I just thought—” 

I was saved further embarrassment when 
Christmas carols blared out over the sound 
system set up in the barbecue area, and Ram 
made his appearance dressed in a heat-stroke 
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inducing Santa outfit. Pandemonium broke out 
as kids squealed and ran to him and his big sack 
of goodies. Each gift had been specially hand- 
picked to the taste of the recipient. I was amazed 
at the trouble to which he’d gone to get things 
right. Perhaps I had misjudged him. 

With the kids safely out of the way and moved 
to a special part of the garden, under the care of 
a nanny specifically hired for the occasion to give 
the parents a respite, Ram got down to the real 
business of the day. He called for quiet and his 
workers gathered around him in expectation of 
cash and the chance at a prize. There was a 
scattering of applause as names totally 
unfamiliar to me were called out and prizes 
awarded. I had to admit Ram was a more 
generous employer than I had anticipated. Cash 
prizes were substantial without being ridiculous, 
but as Billy was eligible in only one category, 
pizza delivery, and unlikely to win I didn’t pay 
much attention. 

Bored guests with no financial or emotional 
interest in the proceedings drifted off for the 


afternoon’s activities. The men for a booze-up on 
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the beach, the women for a natter and their own 
space around the pool. There were no hard and 
fast rules and the sexes could mix if they wished 
but Ruby told me they kept pretty much to their 
own domains, until late afternoon when they 
came together for their farewells. 

I joined her in the kitchen to help with the tidy 
up after the meals. The sound of people slamming 
their hands down on the wooden furniture and 
whoops of delight and shrill whistles signalled the 
event was over. I changed into my swimming togs 
and headed outside with my beach towel fully 
intending to take advantage of the sun. I found 
Billy and he suggested I join the exodus but that 
he would have to stay until he received his bonus. 
He looked terribly disappointed so I knew he 
must have expected to take out one of the prizes. 
I doubted they had one for the biggest slut or the 
delivery boy most likely to humiliate his boyfriend. 

There was something in the way he suggested 
I leave, as well as that tell-tale look of guilt when 
he suggested I would be bored that held me there. 
I had walked away as if taking Billy’s advice but 
lingered at the back of the crowd out of his view. 
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The dispensing of Ram’s largesse was a 
tedious and lengthy business. He took pride of 
place at a large table which had an assortment of 
envelopes on it. Now that the kids had been 
shepherded out of sight, he’d removed his Santa 
outfit except for the boots, his Santa cap and a 
pair of red shorts. He was a striking looking man, 
not exactly fat but not exactly buff either. The 
cooks and general hands were disposed of quickly. 
A kind word of thanks and encouragement, a 
quick handshake and an envelope of cash was all 
it took. It was only when he got to the pizza 
delivery girls that things got rowdy, and other 
women made a hasty exit. 

The atmosphere got decidedly bawdy, male 
guests whooping and hollering drunkenly as the 
girls sat on Ram’s knee while he pretended to finger 
them then sniff and lick his hand, while he made 
sexist comments about their figures and their loose 
morals. He was very specific about their expertise in 
certain sexual proclivities and guests would slap the 
girl’s boyfriend on the back to show their 
appreciation of her skills. A few of the girls giggled 
when it was their turn, one shrieked in surprise, and 
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one or two had glazed eyes by the time they got off 
his lap. 

I thought Billy would get a quick hand 
shake and we’d be on our way. But no, Billy sat 
on Ram’s knee, placing his arms around his 
uncle’s neck to whisper in his ear. There were 
catcalls and cheers until Ram raised his hands 
for quiet. 

“Billy here, has surprised us all with the 
amount of business he has generated for the 
company. Plus the unlimited goodwill. Let’s not 
forget it’s his unrelenting hard work that has, in 
part, been responsible for the larger than usual 
Christmas bonus you've received this year.” 

A few of the girls called out their support for 
Billy, while their boyfriends grumbled. 

“So what is it about Billy? Well, we polled our 
clients, and they tell us it’s this.” Ram patted 
Billy’s butt cheeks, leaving his big meaty hand 
there. “So, I thought I’d better inspect the goods 
myself to see what’s so special about it.” 

A few of the guests squirmed and moved off. 

“There’s your bonus on the table, Billy. Lean 


over and get it.” 
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Billy did as he was told and assumed the 
position. He was bent forward reaching for the 
envelope when Ram pulled down his Speedos and 
quickly simulated shoving his fingers into Billy’s 
delectable rear. No wonder he’d wanted me to be 
absent from this display. I was probably the only 
person to see the look cloud Billy’s face. This was 
no simulation, this was real. Ram had his fingers 
embedded in his nephew’s arse. He pulled them 
free and pushed them into Billy’s mouth. 

“Hmm,” he purred. “Feels so good.” 

“Why don’t you fuck him?” someone yelled 
from the crowd. 

Ram smiled, and it was not a pretty sight. 
“You think I should.” 

The chant went up. “Fuck him! Fuck him! 
Fuck him!” 

Ram rubbed his body against Billy’s arse and 
a roar went up. They didn’t want reality, they just 
wanted ritual humiliation. 

“Feels so good,” Ram said. 

“Harder, make him squeal,” someone else 
shouted. 

Someone disagreed. “That’s sick, man.” 
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In the seconds that people’s attention was 
turned to the naysayer, I saw Ram pull out his 
cock. Billy’s cry of surprise and pain, and the 
startled look in his eyes, was a dead giveaway, at 
least to me, that Ram had his cock in Billy’s hole. 
He pretended like he was riding Billy but he was, in 
reality, up to his balls in his nephew’s butt. Gross! 
Billy really had hit the gutter with an act like this. 

As a few of the guests realised this was a real 
butt fucking, they turned to see if I was in the 
audience. Billy saw me watching him from the 
back of the crowd and attempted to push Ram off, 
but his uncle held him firmly around the waist 
until he closed his eyes and leaned his head back, 
his mouth opening, and he shuddered briefly. A 
few moments later Billy adjusted his swimming 
costume and headed over to me, leaving his 
envelope with his uncle for safekeeping. 

I made no mention of what I had just seen, 
and Billy behaved as if nothing untoward had 
happened, ignoring the fact he had just added 
illegal activity to immoral behaviour. 

On the beach proper, a thin strip of sand the 
size of a pocket handkerchief, the men were 
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playing cricket, so we joined Mario sun bathing 
on the rock shelfs that jutted out into the ocean. 
We’d seen him from the cliff top, lying in his 
knee-length black shorts soaking up rays. He was 
glad of the company and, I suspect, the 
opportunity to put the moves on Billy. 

The two of them kept the conversation going, 
mainly about comic incidences within the pizza 
company, something that bored me so I fell 
asleep. That would also give Mario the 
opportunity to try his darnedest to win over my 
boyfriend. It was someone calling Billy’s name 
that woke me from my slumber. Ram’s right- 
hand man had turned up. “Billy, I hate to do it 
so late in the day, but youve been, um...” he 
looked at me before going on. “You’ve been 
chosen.” 

“Aw, shit. ’m enjoying myself here. Can’t you 
tell them I’ve gone home or something?” he 
pleaded. 

“Nah, special request.” 

“Okay, Ill be right up.” 

Billy turned to me and, not realising I knew 
what being one of the chosen meant, and made 
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his excuses. “Something I’ve gotta do for Ram. 
Sorry. But it should only take half an hour or so. 
I'll be back before you know it.” 

“That’s okay, I'll still be here.” I lay back down 
on my towel. 

After Billy had gone, Mario turned to me, “At 
least he didn’t lie.” 

“He didn’t quite tell the truth either,” I said. 
“If you hadn’t told me what it meant, I could have 
spent the afternoon blissfully unaware. As it is 
now, I have a knot in my stomach.” 

The party just became a little less relaxing 
and a great deal more tense. 

Mario looked at me. “Sorry. I shouldn’t have 
told you.” 

“I would have found out.” 

“I’ve got an idea,” Mario said. “Why don’t we 
go peek at what’s happening? If I can’t get Billy’s 
arse for real why not watch it in action, second- 
best thing.” 

The idea certainly had merit. I wouldn’t be 
exposed as a voyeur, and he wouldn’t be fucking 
with anyone I knew, especially friends of mine, 
and I do like watching Billy in action. I guess it’s 
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a win/win situation. Besides, my cock was hard 
as the gravel in the mansion driveway. 

Leaving our towels where they were we raced 
for the stairs. Billy had already disappeared so he 
would not notice us shadowing him. 

“They set a couple of the spare bedrooms 
aside for these little Christmas bonus bribes and 
they all have glass doors that open on to a private 
central courtyard. I know a secret way in. There’s 
plenty of bush and scrub to hide behind so we 
can watch.” 

The more I thought about it the more excited 
I became. No one took any notice of us as we 
passed the swimming pool going toward the 
house and we managed to detour down the side 
passageway without being seen. A high brick wall 
fenced off the fourth side of the courtyard. I didn’t 
know how we were going to get inside, it was 
certainly too difficult to scale. The wooden door to 
the garden was locked and bolted. Checking to 
see if anyone was watching, Mario carefully 
manhandled one of the blocks of sandstone that 
held the door lock in place. It lifted out and the 
door swung open. 
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“You sly bastard,” I whispered. “You’ve done 
this before.” 

We could hear voices so we propped the door 
closed before crawling our way across the yard for 
a better view into the bedroom. The glass doors 
were open for ventilation in the humid weather, 
the curtains drawn back to allow what little 
breeze there was off the sea to infiltrate the room 
to cool it down. The occupants had no reason to 
believe they had anything but absolute privacy. 
The doors to the other rooms were closed and, I 
assumed, locked. The courtyard was private and 
there were no upstairs windows on this side of the 
house. It had been created for secrets. 

We found a position where we could sit on 
the paving stones and look directly into the 
bedroom. 

“Okay, where’s the guy I’m supposed to 
entertain? I want to get this over with and go back 
to Steve,” I heard Billy say. He was seated on the 
edge of the double bed still in his swimming 
costume. Ram was pacing. 

“Your boyfriend doesn’t have a fuckin’ clue, 
does he?” Ram chuckled. 
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“He’s not stupid. He’ll catch on quick enough.” 

“You know you’re the most successful pizza 
delivery...um...person we’ve ever had. If we could 
clone you we'd retire millionaires. We have people 
ringing up begging us to send you over, to be 
added to the waiting list in case of cancellation. 
Why would you want to give that up?” 

“You wouldn’t understand.” 

“Try me.” 

“We’ve had this conversation. I’m not going to 
change my mind.” 

“We'll see.” 

“Okay, if that’s what you want to believe.” 
Billy sounded tired. “So where is he?” 

“Right here.” 

“Your” 

“Think of it as research. I gotta find out what 
your secret is so I can repeat it with other guys 
when you retire.” 

“Jesus Christ, Ram, you’re my uncle. Isn’t 
that illegal?” 

“You owe me this much.” 

“I don’t owe you anything. You already fucked 
me in public. In front of Steve. Okay, so everyone 
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else thought you were kidding around but you 
and I know the truth.” Billy started for the door 
but Ram grabbed him by the arm and threw him 
down. 

“Holy fuckin’ shit,” Mario whispered. “What 
are we going to do?” 

“Nothing at all, unless it gets violent,” I 
replied. “Billy can look after himself.” 

There was no way, even with his muscle 
development that Billy could overcome Ram’s 
pure brute strength. 

“That little quickie outside was just a taste, an 
entrée. I want the full menu.” 

“What’s to stop me screaming for help?” 

“No one will hear you. These rooms are 
soundproofed.” 

“What if I accuse you of rape?” 

“By the time I’ve finished with you, you'll be 
begging for more. No one will believe a slut. Your 
reputation precedes you.” 

Ram grabbed Billy by the hair and dragged 
him to edge of the bed then shucked off his 
shorts, kicking them aside, his hard cock close to 
Billy’s face. 
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“What’s the big deal, Billy? You’ve sucked 
nastier cocks than mine.” 

“I wasn’t related to them.” 

“I thought that would be an extra bonus, 
Billy. You take after my side of the family. Look at 
my cock, boy. Like it?” 

Ram was a pretty impressive sight for his age. 
Naked he was the sort of man Billy loved to 
dominate him. Big, solid body with a smattering 
of hair on his chest and stomach and a little on 
his shoulders, his cock was a long, thick 
uncircumcised barge pole. The length would not 
trouble Billy, but the circumference would test 
both his holes capacity to expand. 

“Shit, I think he’s going to do it,” Mario 
whispered. 

“Of course he’s going to do it,” I whispered 
back. “Billy can’t resist a cock like that.” 

Billy looked conflicted. “If only you weren’t my 
uncle.” 

Ram lifted his nephew’s chin up so that they 
looked each other in the eye. “You can pretend I’m 
someone else if you want to but it would be a 
shame to deny yourself the exquisite torture. 
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Don’t you feel that sick sensation of excitement in 
your stomach?” 

“I get that whenever I know I’m doing 
something bad. Or something that will totally 
humiliate Steve. Like fucking with his best 
friends.” 

“It’s a powerful aphrodisiac. Embrace it, Billy.” 

Ram was slowly milking his cock, peeling the 
foreskin back, rubbing his thumb around the 
piss slit. Billy was mesmerised. 

“It’s so nasty. So forbidden. That’s why you 
want to do it. Reach out and touch your uncle’s 
cock, Billy.” 

Billy wrapped his hand around the hard prick 
but withdrew it like he’d touched burning coals. 

“Take your Speedos off, Billy. Get down on 
your knees and smell my cock and balls.” 

Billy did as he was told, sinking naked to his 
knees to sniff Ram’s balls. 

“What would Steve want you to do if he was 
here watching this right now?” 

Billy looked up at the mountain of a man 
towering over him. “He’d want me to worship your 


cock, Uncle Ram.” 
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Ram reached under the pillow on the bed, 
retrieving a bottle of poppers hidden there. He 
uncapped it and took two long snorts before 
holding it out for Billy to sniff. 

“Here, Billy, though I don’t think you need it.” 
Billy sniffed like he was vacuuming courage out 
of the bottle. 

Ram capped it and put it on the bedside table 
within easy reach. It was only a matter of 
moments before the drug kicked in. 

“Come on, nephew, lick under the foreskin. Lick 
your uncle’s hard cock, lick it, that’s right, slowly 
boy, want to make this last. Watching your mouth 
slide along my shaft...your aunt can suck like a 
Hoover but she can’t give blow jobs for shit, porn 
star or no porn star. Not like your mouth, Billy.” 

Billy came up for air. “But she’s one of the 
most famous in the business.” 

Ram ran his hands through Billy’s blond 
locks. “On screen, Billy, she’s a whore; at home, 
she can be a bit of a puritan. You getting off on 
this, aren’t you, Billy?” 

“Fuck, yeah, uncle Ram. I’ve always wanted to 
suck your cock, feel it fill my mouth since you 
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used to come over to my dad’s place. I used to 
watch you when you showered. I wanted to go 
down on my knees and blow you until you 
dumped in my sweet throat.” 

“Pity we left it so long then, nephew.” 

Ram picked up the bottle, handing it to Billy 
who snorted six times before relinquishing it to 
Ram who followed suit. 

“Open wide, Billy, this will tickle your 
tonsils.” 

Ram grabbed the back of his head and began 
to push his thick cock into Billy’s gob. His lips 
stretched to take it, his eyes watered, he gagged. 
Ram pulled back a little before pushing it farther 
and farther toward Billy’s throat. I could see Billy 
regulating his breathing to take it. The amyl had 
relaxed him and he seemed determined to take it 
all even if his jaw was dislocated in the process. 

“Fuck, your mouth is so warm, nephew. Just 
a little bit more. That’s it, boy. Take it all. Think 
how proud Steve would be if he saw you swallow 
your uncle’s big, fat prick right down to the root.” 

That did it! Billy made one last valiant attempt 
to house the monster. His face was full of cock, his 
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lips straining to take it, his throat raw, his eyes 
ablaze, and his nose running with a little snot. 

“Fuck, nephew, you did it! Not many have 
ever taken me down to the balls.” 

Billy had no intention of letting it rest there. He 
reached for the poppers, slowly taking his mouth 
off the shaft to rest his jaw, then snorted handing 
the phial to Ram. Billy fucked his mouth over the 
huge gleaming prick, tickling and squeezing Ram’s 
balls as he pummelled his own face. 

“Oh, shit, nephew. Shit. ’ve never had anyone 
fuck my cock with their mouth like you’re doing.” 
Ram stumbled, almost losing his footing under 
Billy’s oral onslaught and the effects of the amyl. 
“Suck it, you dirty little cunt,” Ram snarled. 
“Take your uncle’s cock right down that slut 
throat. Want to drown in your uncle’s spunk? I 
bet you do, Billy. Want me to shoot down your 
throat? All over your face? Leave my uncle spunk 
in your arsehole?” 

I eased my prick out of my swimming 
costume to give it a chance to breathe; it was so 
hot and hard. I milked it slowly as I watched my 
boyfriend’s debasement at the hands of his uncle. 
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Billy gagged, spluttered, pulled off and gasped 
for air before ramming his face down on the slimy 
cock. Ram held his head and began to take 
control, he had to be near. Suddenly he gasped 
loudly, held Billy’s face embedded fully on his 
prick and screamed, “Holy fuckin’ mother of god.” 

Billy’s throat was bobbing as the sperm shot 
down into his gullet. He attempted to push Ram 
off but he was held tight in a headlock. I was 
afraid for a moment he would pass out but Ram 
finally released him and Billy sat back on the 
floor, his breath ragged, his chin a mixture of 
spunk and puke, his nose running and his eyes 
filled with the tears of near choking. 

“Fuck, that was intense,” he managed to gasp. 

Ram flopped back on the bed. “Shit, no 
wonder you were so popular. And if your arse is 
as half as good as your mouth I’d be tempted to 
turn for you, Billy.” 

Compliments always worked. Billy smiled. 
“Not half as good, Uncle Ram. Twice as good. And 
I hope you’re gonna find out for yourself shortly.” 

Ram lifted him on to the bed and flipped him 
on his belly so he could run his hands over Billy’s 
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sweet arse. He pressed his fingers at the puckered 
hole and then moved across the room to get lube 
from one of the drawers. He passed the bottle of 
poppers to Billy. “You may need this, unless 
you've taken a baseball bat up your arse before.” 

Billy arched his butt making it easier for Ram 
to pour lube down his crack and massage it into 
his receptive hole. Billy groaned his appreciation 
as Ram pushed two fingers inside. Any of his 
fingers was equal to an average size cock so Billy 
was being stretched. 

“Open me up like this, Uncle Ram, and then 
flip me on my back. I want to watch your face as 
you hammer me.” 

“Good boy. You know, I could get to like this 
gay shit. Seems to me your're a lot less squeamish 
than the girls I got on the books. You’re game for 
anything. Maybe I should organise a poker night 
with some of the boys for you and Steve. Think 
he’d be into that? Of course, you’d be the meat in 
the sandwich.” 

“I think Steve would love it. Specially if we 
didn’t tell him beforehand that the rest of you guys 


were gonna tag my arse and make him watch.” 
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Billy knew me too well. 

“You opened up enough?” 

“Hell, yeah,” Billy said, pushing back on to 
the invading fingers. 

“That is one superb arse,” Mario said 
attempting to adjust his cock in his bathers. 

Without so much as a ‘by your leave’, Ram 
lined up the head of his prodigious weapon 
against Billy’s tiny hole and pushed. 

“Holy fuck!” Billy cried. “I can feel every 
fuckin’ inch of that monster.” 

“You'll get used to it, nephew.” 

And he did. After a few minutes of Ram 
plunging his prick in and out of his guts, Billy 
began to push back to take as much as he could. 

“Looks as if you’re ready for the hammering of 
your young life,” Ram said, pulling out and 
flipping Billy over. He pushed Billy’s legs up until 
his knees were against his shoulders. “Boy, 
you've got no idea how much I’ve been looking 
forward to this moment.” 

Billy raised the bottle to his nose and took a 
mammoth hit. He threw his head back as the 
rush hit him. “Fuck my tight little nephew boy 
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cunt, Uncle Ram. Make me scream. Fuck me 
until I can’t stand up.” 

The rhythm was slow and gentle at first but 
Billy must have been doing his trick with his arse 
muscles and Ram uttered little yelps each time he 
sank his shaft into Billy’s chute. He picked up the 
pace. “You like a bit of uncle cock, Billy? Feels so 
good knowing you’re the son of my cunt brother. 
Bet he’ll shit himself when he hears I fucked his 
little boy up the arse. Screwed his brains out. 
Fucked him till he couldn’t stand up.” 

There was something repulsive yet cock 
hardening watching this guy bend his own 
nephew over and slam into him. Mario must have 
thought so, too, as he released his own cock and 
sighed. “This is so fuckin’ intense, man. So sick. 
So nasty. I gotta jerk off.” 

Much as I wanted to watch Billy being 
screwed into the bed, Mario’s cock was too good 
to waste. I shifted my body closer and put my 
mouth over his drooling prick. He hadn’t noticed 
and gasped when he felt my warm wet tongue. I 
thought for a moment he might push me away 
but he took his hand off his shaft and let me go 
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to work while he watched the live action in the 
bedroom in front of us. 

I got only the soundtrack now and it consisted 
of totally filthy talk with Billy and Ram daring 
each other in more and more perverse language, 
more and more depraved fantasies which I’m 
sure, given half a chance they both would have 
eagerly enacted. I was pleased to see that I 
featured heavily in most of them. And, not to be 
too modest about it, I would have gladly joined in. 
In fact, I was tempted to stand up and walk into 
the bedroom now, except for one tiny fact, well 
not-so-tiny really, Mario’s cock. 

“You cheap whore, you fuckin’ piece of slut 
meat, feel my cock pounding your arsehole, Billy?” 

“I want to be your cock whore, Uncle Ram. 
Feel you rape my nephew cunt.” 

They were both so sex crazed at the moment 
I don’t think they would have noticed if the world 
had come to an end. 

There was silence except for the sound of two 
bodies slamming together. Mario groaned softly, 
“That is so fuckin’ gross,” and shot his load into 
my mouth. 
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I swallowed as quickly as I could and then sat 
up to see what had caused the outburst. Ram had 
leaned in to kiss Billy and uncle and nephew were 
in the throes of the most passionate lip lock I 
could imagine. 

That was enough for Ram to lose it and I 
saw his body shudder as he shot his cum inside 
Billy’s arse. When they finally separated I saw 
Billy had shot a load as well as it oozed down 
his stomach. 

They both lay back on the bed exhausted. I 
thought they may have been embarrassed by 
what they had done but the first thing Ram said 
was, “You just gotta come to Christmas dinner 
here so I can fuck you again.” 

“I usually go to Steve’s parents’ place for 
Christmas but your invitation is much more 
inviting. Steve can drop me off on his way 
through.” 

“He won’t mind?” 

“Probably, but I want that monster up my 
butt again as soon as possible.” 

“Don’t forget that poker night.” 

“That’s if Steve is still speaking to me.” 
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“Make sure he is. I want to see the look on his 
face when he watches me fuck your arse.” 

Mario and I sneaked back out of the courtyard 
as they dressed. We headed back to beach and I 
gathered up our belongings, returning to the house 
as Billy emerged from the bedroom. He was happy 
to leave, he looked flushed and exhausted, and we 
made our farewells before heading to the car. 

We fought all the way home about Billy not 
coming to our usual Christmas celebration and 
we both said things we later regretted. The chill 
in our relationship continued right through until 
Christmas day and, in fact, right up until I 
dropped him back at Ram’s mansion. He didn’t 
bother to say goodbye and I didn’t bother giving 
him his Christmas present. I was so angry I could 
scarcely drive. 

I was about fifty km up the highway when my 
mobile rang. I pulled over to the side of the road. 
I thought it was Billy ringing to apologise in which 
case I would back down as well and offer to come 
back a day early and pick him up. The caller ID 
showed that it wasn’t. 

“Hi, mum. Merry Christmas.” 
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“Merry Christmas, son.” 

“What’s up?” There was a long pause. “Has 
something happened?” 

“No, no. Nothing like that.” 

“What is it then?” 

“I don’t quite know how to put this,” mum said. 

“Come on, spit it out, it can’t be that bad.” 

“Of course not.” I heard her take a deep 
breath. “You are coming alone, aren’t you? That 
slutty boyfriend of yours is not with you, is he?” 

I was shocked. “Pardon me?” 

“That Billy character. You’re not bringing him, 
are you?” 

I could scarcely hold my temper. “No, I told 
you, he’s gone to his uncle’s place. I dropped him 
off about half an hour ago.” 

“Good. I thought he might change his mind. 
He was rather rude on the phone.” 

“Um, when did you speak to him on the 
phone?” 

“Let me see, about two months back, I think 
it was.” 

“Who rang whom?” 


“I rang him, of course.” 
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“Why?” 

“To tell him he was not welcome here.” 

“Why would you tell him that?” 

“I don’t want to hurt your feelings, dear. But 
the boy’s a slut. He’s proud of it. It’s even tattooed 
on his thigh. But I don’t have to tell you that.” 

“Apart from the fact the tattoo was forced on 
him, why didn’t you speak to me about this?” 

“I thought your silly flirtation with this person 
would be well and truly over by now. That you 
would discover for yourself what sort of a person 
he is and throw him out.” 

“Just exactly what sort of a person is he, 
mum?” 

“He’s a degenerate, Steven. Need you ask?” 

“Yes, I need to ask. So you rang and told him 
he wasn’t welcome. What did he say?” 

“Not much. He seemed to accept it.” 

“Did he ask why?” 

“He knows why.” 

“Did he attempt to defend himself?” 

“How could he? He said he would abide by my 
wishes. And then said he would find an excuse to 
stay away at Christmas. He would not tell you 
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about my phone call because it would upset you. 
Something about not wanting to make you choose 
between him and his family, whatever that 
meant.” 

“You don’t know what that means?” 

“Not a clue, dear.” 

“Precisely where did you get this idea that 
Billy is a, uh, degenerate.” 

“Steven, it’s really not the time to be 
discussing this. We can talk further when you 
arrive.” 

“No, mum. Now.” 

“Your father will tell you all about it when you 
get here. It’s quite sickening. It turned my 
stomach. And your brother, too. How could he be 
so brazen? They didn’t say anything when you 
both visited to spare your feelings, son.” 

“So, Billy what? Propositioned dad and 
Eddie? Is that it?” 

“He tried to touch them. Tried to have his way 
with Eddie in his gym in the basement. And with 
your father, of all people. Your father was so 
revolted he wanted to vomit. They don’t want to 


be put in that situation ever again.” 
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“And you believe them? 

Of course she did. She had to. Or else 
acknowledge her marriage was a sham and her 
son a liar. 

She was indignant. “Of course I believe them.” 

“Is that the same father and brother that 
came to the city a few months back with their 
sports team and invited Billy along as their team 
mascot?” 

“They explained that. It was for your sake.” 

“Okay, I get the picture, mum.” 

“Good. It’s very distasteful. I don’t know how 
your judgement could have been so awry. Let’s 
just forget it and have a happy Christmas dinner.” 

“Why did you feel you needed to ring me about 
this now, mum?” 

“Your father and your brother didn’t want the 
embarrassment if he turned up unexpectedly.” 

“TI bet they didn’t.” 

“It almost sounds like you’re taking that 
man’s side.” 

“You know something, mum. I am. You and 
dad and Eddie have yourselves a happy little 


family Christmas because I’m turning the car 
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around and I’m going to spend the day with my 
family. With Billy. I don’t blame you, mum. I’m 
sorry you got involved. But if I have to take sides, 
then I’m siding with Billy. Sorry I won’t make it 
home this year. Maybe next. Bye, mum.” 

I heard her shout, “Steven!” just before I 
disconnected and switched the phone off. I 
turned the car around and headed back toward 
Ram’s place. Either destination had been 
problematic but I knew in which direction my 
heart lie. I was tempted to speed but I could 
ill-afford double demerits if I was caught. 

It was the longest forty minute drive of my life. 
Ruby answered the door. “You'll find him down on 
the rocks.” As I raced for the cliff stairs she called, 
“You'll be staying for lunch?” 

“If youll have me,” I called back, hoping she 
heard me. I could swear I heard her chuckle in 
response. 

I descended to the beach in record time, 
dreading that I would fall and injure myself in 
my haste, but I didn’t want to waste a second 
getting to the man I loved. As I trudged through 
the sand toward the rock ledge I saw him sitting 
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staring out to sea. I crept up and had my arms 
around him before he was even aware of my 
presence. I startled him but he didn’t turn 
around. 

He hung his head. “I’m sorry.” 

“So am I.” 

I held him tightly for what seemed ages 
without speaking. Finally, he leaned over and 
picked up the box near him wrapped in 
Christmas paper. “Merry Christmas,” he said, 
handing it to me. “Go on, open it.” 

He turned to face me as I tore off the paper to 
reveal a rectangular box the size of a large 
envelope. Lifting the lid, I discovered it was full of 
papers. 

“Go on, read them,” he prompted. 

The first sheet was folded. My heart beat fit to 
burst as I opened it, dreading it was a letter from 
Billy saying our relationship was over. Phew! It 
was a bank statement. I could feel tears welling 
in my eyes, unless it was his way of telling me he 
wanted half? I blinked. I had to look again. At first 
I didn’t understand. It was impossible. 

“What the fuck, Billy?” 
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There were far too many zeroes And the 
mortgage — it had been paid for the next six 
months. 

“Did you do this?” I asked. 

Billy nodded. I threw my arms around him, 
showering him with kisses. 

“I couldn’t bear to watch you killing yourself. 
I had to help any way I could.” 

“Why didn’t you tell me?” 

“I couldn’t. You wouldn’t have approved. I 
saw how you were when you found out. 
Especially that night you spied on me with 
Murray and Dale.” 

“I wasn’t spying. I went there for comfort, I 
was feeling depressed.” 

“I know. Dale told me afterwards how they’d 
tricked you.” 

I dug him in the ribs. “Watching you was 
fuckin’ hot, Billy.” 

“Why do you think I stayed for extra time once 
I knew you were there? Knowing you’re watching 
me make a slut of myself is the ultimate turn on 
for me.” 


“And my so-called friends?” 
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“I soaked them for every penny I could get. 
Got them to order more expensive pizzas. That’s 
how it worked. The topping was the giveaway. 
You could order a plain pizza and I’d deliver it and 
leave. Or you could order from the Pizza with 
Everything special menu and that indicated what 
sort of sexual favours were required. I made sure 
I was the addictive ingredient so some of your 
friends, like Marty for example, was having pizza 
three or four times a week. Some of them are still 
ringing me believing I’m going to leave you.” 

“I did, too, when you moved into the spare room.” 

“I didn’t like myself very much. I couldn’t let 
you touch me while I was doing that job. I thought 
if you touched me it would contaminate us, our 
relationship. I never wanted that to happen. I had 
to divorce myself from you to get through it.” 

I felt ashamed. “Shit, Billy. I didn’t make it 
easy for you.” 

Billy brightened. “You haven’t opened all your 
present.” 

I dug back into the box and brought out a 
cardboard folder. I didn’t think I could be any 
more surprised or delighted. I was wrong. 
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“Holy fuck!” I realised now why Billy had 
looked so disappointed at the prize-giving. It was 
because I wasn’t there for the culmination of all 
his hard work when he was awarded the 
Employee of the Year accolade. “Is this for real?” 

“Two business-class tickets to Rome and an 
all-expenses paid two weeks in Italy at top hotels, 
plus $5000 spending money.” 

I remembered Billy in the bedroom. “What did 
you have to do to win that?” 

Billy winced at my accusation. “Just be the 
best at my job. It wasn’t hard. The girls don’t like 
what they do, whereas I love sex. I know how to 
flatter men. Plus I had no competition from other 
delivery boys so I got all the gay orders. I won it 
fair and square.” 

I wondered for a moment whether I should 
actually be congratulating my boyfriend for 
making me a laughing stock, a cuckold, and 
fucking every horny male with enough money for a 
pizza special in the neighbourhood. Then I thought 
of all those Italian men and the moment passed. 

“Steve, I need to tell you something. Don’t 
hate me for it.” 
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“I know already, Billy.” 

“What? How?” 

“Mario and I snuck into the courtyard and 
watched.” 

“You don’t think I’m a sick fuck?” 

“Why? Because you did it or because you 
liked it?” 

“Both.” 

“Well, Mario and I must be sick fucks as well, 
because we both blew the biggest loads you’ve 
ever seen while we watched.” Billy got a cheeky 
grin. “You want to do it with your uncle again, 
don’t you?” 

He didn’t need to answer. 

Billy was puzzled. “What are you doing here? 
What happened to dinner with the family?” 

“My family is here.” I wrapped my arms 
around him more tightly. 

“She told you about the phone call?” 

“Yep.” 

“What else did she say?” 

“That you were a degenerate. But, hell, she 
wasn't telling me anything I didn’t already know.” 

Billy took that for the joke it meant it to be. 
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“And, for my sake, please keep on being a 
degenerate for as long as you live. Merry 
Christmas, Billy.” I took the very personal gift out 
of my pocket and handed it to him. It was a small 
black box. Billy flipped the lid open and his eyes 
lit up just before he burst into tears. While he was 
sobbing I took out the gold ring that had 
inscribed on the inside 100% Pure Slut and 
slipped it on his finger. I handed him the box and 
he slipped the one engraved 100% Slut Lover on 
mine. 

Then I pushed him roughly down on the 
rocks, ripped his Speedos off and fucked the arse 
off him. It had been too long. Much too long. 


She End 
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Is his new man the 
real thing, or just 
another snake in 

the grass? 
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When Ince is saved by a 
stranger during a gay 
bashing on his way 
home from a leather 
bar, he’s convinced he 
has seen the stranger in 
the past — particularly 
in moments of danger. Fascinated, and only a 
little alarmed, when the stranger seems to change 
shape, Ince overcomes his fears to ride off with 
him on his motor bike. What he learns about the 
mysterious Jibodia, to whom he is strangely 
attracted, will affect his entire way of life. 
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His Due, and Never Take Candy from Strangers 


DONE LIKE A DINNER @ By Barry Lowe 


They spread him 
like a tablecloth and 
did him like a 
dinner. 


While Billy spends more 
time battling to keep 
Gideon’s restaurant 
afloat, Steve has his 
own battle raging with 
aaa homophobic tradesmen 
BARRY LOWE on the building site 
where he is working. The tradesmen plan to carry 
out their humiliating revenge at Billy’s 
restaurant, the venue for the building company’s 
wrap party for the apartment block which is 
nearing completion. And what of the mysterious 
stranger who has insinuated himself into Steve’s 
life after renting the vacant apartment upstairs? 
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